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Yours the succour I look for only.
Yours the heart and the tender mercies.
Ah ! do not send me back to my lonely
Pitiful, jingling, cynical verses!

COLIN D. B. ELLIS

QUARREL IN OLD AGE

WHERE had her sweetness gone ?

What fanatics invent

In this blind bitter town,

Fantasy or incident

Not worth thinking of.

Put her in a rage.                                     10

I had forgiven enough

That had forgiven old age.

All lives that has lived ;
So much is certain ;
Old sages were not deceived :
Somewhere beyond the curtain
Of distorting days
Lives that lonely thing
That shone before these eyes
Targeted, trod like Spring.                       20

W. B. YEATS

THE HARES

IMMOBILE, but fearless,
With peace in her eyes,   f

The shy hare of friendship
Scarce a yard from him lies.
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